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Show Your Love 


Author's Notes: 
Hey ya\'ll, it\'s me again. This is kind of a sequel to Always On the Cusp (of Kissing You). Well.. it literally is, 
but it wouldn\'t get written in 3rd person so it\'s a little different. | have this playlist that kinda goes through 


their relationship chronologically and | would love to write something for every stage. 


Anyway: lyrics from I\'m the One by Van Halen, enjoy! 


Nothing is ever gentle with the two of us, not really. Not gigs, not hugs, not our attitudes. We're young. 
Reckless and strong and feral. 


We always end up here after a show these days, it's better when we're already high on adrenaline and a little 
something extra. This thing we have has been going on something like two and a half weeks, still new and 
exciting and strange. We've been playing a show every couple of nights. | lose count of things so easily, the 
days and shows blending together save for a few here and there, but | know for a fact this is the fifth time 


we've ended up here, and l'm scared of what it means that | can remember every time clearly. 


Its impossible to keep it gentle as | slam you into the wall by the front door, my hands on your shoulders. | 
can hear your teeth clack together as your head hits the drywall and a chunk of white rains down into your 
hair. It falls to the floor as | push my fingers through it roughly, tangles snapping against my fingers; you 
haven't showered or combed it in days. A sound, not small but still quiet, escapes your throat as | push your 
head back, exposing your throat. 


l'm mad at you tonight. You tried to kiss me backstage after the show and | let you and Mick almost saw it 
and I'm mad at you because | hate that we keep ending up here. You thought it was funny when | told you 
that, laughing with a huge grin that almost made me smile back before | realized you were laughing at me. We 
walked in the house with you still laughing, calling me pretentious because of my wording or a killoy or 


something, but your eyes were dark and stormy. 


My boots catch on the shag carpet as | step closer, pressing my hips to yours, making the movement a little 
harder, much faster than | would have liked even being angry, but | go with the stumble and you make a noise 
again | haven't kissed you yet and the hand that's not in your hair is still holding a cigarette from our walk 
home. | debate briefly whether | want to press it into your skin before grimacing at the thought. | settle on 
dropping the cigarette to the floor behind me. You grind it out with the toe of your boot, pushing a knee 
between my thighs to get at it. 


| growl, low and involuntary, and push your leg back towards you and out, using my now free hands to snap 
your legs apart. | settle between them and the heat makes me groan again. | bite the junction of your shoulder 
and neck hard enough to bruise without sucking and you hiss; | can feel your knees trembling through my hold 
on your thighs. 


"You-" you gasp, head still tipped sharply back though | let go of your hair, staring at the ceiling, " really don't 
seem to be too upset about ending up like this," and you roll your hips. 


You make me rethink putting out my cigarette as your hand weaves into my hair and pulls sharply back, your 
mouth coming at me and missing. You get the corner of my mouth and | chase the real thing, your hand in my 
hair pushing me towards you now. My hands snake up your shirt to feel your stomach and chest, brushing 
over your nipples and caressing your ribs. Your hips twitch up towards my hand as | go lower. | smirk into 


your mouth and push my hands back up just so | can scrape my nails down the ridges of your ribs. 


"C'mon," you whisper, and | can barely hear you. | can feel you though; your hand on my ass and in my hair, 
pressing us together at the hips and your forehead touching mine in some pitiful display of affection | can feel 
your bones against my own and the edge of pain is wonderfully distracting. | take a moment to revel in it; the 
juxtaposition of your sharp hips and the smooth, hot pressure of your groin on mine. | hear a growl and you're 
using your hands, one on my hip and one still too-tight in my hair, to flip us. 


"You think too much," you mutter. 


| collide with the wall and you grind into me harder than I'd done to you. It hurts, but not enough, so | bite my 
lip in the way you like. You take charge and my lips, biting sharply at my mouth. Your hands rip open the 


button and zipper on my pants and | reach out to fumble with yours, more than happy with the quickening 
pace of things to help keep me out of my thoughts. 


"Upstairs," | manage against your tongue gently soothing the bite on my lips. You make some noise of non- 
acknowledgement and push my pants down my thighs. "They're gonna come home," | pant as you grip me, "They 
were only- ohh- only ten minutes behind us." | have to shut my eyes and swallow a high pitched whine. 


| register you pushing me towards the stairs and can't imagine trying to climb them in my state until we're on 
them in a desperate scramble, my half-down pants keeping me slow. You push my shoulder and | stumble into 
the first doorway we come across. Then l'm pressed against the door and you click the lock in the doorknob by 
my hip. Somehow | always end up under you. It seems against your nature to be so dominating. lim thinking 


again and you pull me back to the present with a light tug at my hair. 


"Mmm," | tilt my head as you start leaving sucking, biting bruises along my throat and a thrill runs up my 
spine as | remember we have a show tomorrow and people will see and | hate that | want them to. You must 
have sensed my change in mood because suddenly naked flesh is pressed against my own and you're tearing 


off my shirt, extending the bites down to my collarbone and chest. 


Your tongue is back in my mouth as you start moving, just grinding me into the door. The wood is cold on my 
ass and | shiver, moving to kiss your jaw and bite your jugular. | draw blood when you shove a finger in me 


without warning and we both make sounds of pain. 


"Nik," you mutter into my hair, my name reverent on your tongue and your breath tickling my ear. My angry 
reply degrades into a wordless stutter as your start moving your hand, the friction just on the verge of too 

much without anything to help you along. | can feel my breathing quickly going ragged and | press my face into 
your sweaty neck, hiding from everything and anything. My fingers grip bruises into your hips on purpose and 


| use my nails to make sure they bleed, too. 


Two, then three, and it hurts sharply, you're usually kinder than this, but | like the change even if | won't ever 
tell you. | choke when you replace the fingers with your dick. You have the decency to spit in your hand first, 
but it's still too much and l'm going to be sore for days like the first time. 


"Tommy," | hiss, raking my fingernails embedded in your hips downward. Your hips jerk at that and make my 
situation worse. There's blood under my nails and | switch to pulling at your hair. "C'mon, you fuckin’ asshole," | 


urge, needing the pleasure to dim the pain. 


You comply with a sharp snap of your hips and | gasp, not expecting it like that. lim starting to think this is 
some sort of punishment or sick response to my statement on our walk before | remember that | started 
this, it is, and you're just finishing it. My boots are still on under the pants around my ankles and my ankle 
twists a little as | fight to stay upright. You help me shove them and my pants off and we put my legs around 


your waist. The new angle helps you, even if I'm probably going to tire out your arms. 


Its a blur of pain and slowly building pleasure. Your lips are gentle and sweet at my neck now, nipping lightly at 


my jaw and chin and lips until you lick back into my mouth. | groan around your tongue as you finally find a 


good angle for me and keep it. 


"God," | gasp as you stop the kiss to pant into my neck. You're usually vocal, but | think you're pissed right 
back at me tonight if your silence and violence are anything to go by, and | can feel you're close in the way 
your hands tighten on my thighs. You lick the salt off my neck and let out a helpless sounding little moan. Your 
thrusts get ever harder and the pain edges back in again, but they keep me more firmly against the door so 
you can let go with one hand and bring it between us to touch me. One of my legs falls and | have to use the 
doorknob and your shoulder to help me get back up so | can swing it around your waist again. The knob makes 


an ominous cracking sound as | let go, but I'm back wrapped around you and don't need it anymore. 


| can vaguely hear the front door slam and our names being called, probably because we left the front door 
open and Vince hates that, but it barely registers as you press your thumb right where | like it. My head 
thunks back against the door and they can probably hear it and you give me one last violent thrust before 
you're coming with a guttural groan Its gross like this and | squirm as you ride through it, hand tightening a 
little too much on my dick. 


You pull out and lower me to the ground. My legs are shaking but you keep me up and begin stroking me in 
earnest, pulling out everything you're learning | like. You kiss the bite marks on my neck and run a hand 
through my hair gently, and it just makes me angry. Then your fingers slip back inside, their way eased now, 
and they find the right spot quickly. | come and let out a choked, desperate moan, my nails scrambling loudly 


against the wood of the door before leaving scratches over your shoulders that will itch like hell tomorrow. 


Shit," | pant, legs wanting to give out. You press your lips to mine and lick behind my teeth and your fingers 
are still inside me, obviously trying to kill me with the way they're still moving. | don't want a kiss, I'm stil 
pissed at you and your tongue is gentle, and | turn my head, but | let your hand keep on. 


You have the audacity to smirk as Vince's voice rings clear from downstairs. You kiss my cheek and then the 
corner of my mouth before you pull your fingers out and | bite your mouth with a scowl. You're chuckling 


before our lips even separate. 


"What?" | grumble. You knock your head into mine a little too hard, but your smile is fucking dumb and 


endearing and my blood boils when my stomach flutters. 


"Fuck," you laugh and | desperately fight the urge to smile with you, "We're in Vince's room.’ 


